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Alf you that have a feeling heart, 
Come listen unto me; ; 

I know you all do feel the smart, 
Of Britain’s cruelty. 


The great men in their splendour live, 
The poor in awe they keep; 

The labouring men in sorrow mourn, 
And behold! the widows weep. 


The little farmers walk about, 
And heave out many sighs, 

And thus begin their sad complaint, 
While tears fall from their eyes. 


Their land is in a shocking state, 
It's grevious thus to see 

The thistles growing iu their corn, 
But men they cannot pay. 


First, there’s the rent, and then the rates, | 


The Parson’s cart also, 
Which takes a tenth part of their stock, 
Alas! what can they dot 


Then conies a rate to build a house, 
To lodge the wretched poor; 
Now is not this a eruel thing 
For Britons to endure? 


The little shopmen too we find 
Do raise a dismal cry; 

They say, we cannot sell enough, 
Our licence -tor to pay. 


The bakers and the butchers too, 
As they ride through the town, 

They look for customers in vain, 
For they canuot be found. 


For if the labourers do get work, 
I'm sorry for to say, 

It is. a chance if they can earp 
More than one shilling a day. 


Then home he goes with aching heart, 
Thus to his wife does say, 

Alas! my wife aud childrendear, 
We come to Poverty. 
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When God made man on the earth, 
His servants they have pend, 

That man and wife should live together, 
Till mortal life should end. 


Aud when our Saviour was on earth, 
He to his followers said:— 

“You have not me, so take the poor, 
And feed them in my stead.” 


About a century ago; 
The truth. to you [ll tell, 
Every man had work to do, 
Aud could live very well. 


Except it was the aged mun, 
That was beyond the same; 

But sweetly did he pass eavh day 
Along with. his old dame. 


But now they are to the workhouse sent, 
Their wives taken away ! 

What will Old England come to next? 
The aged men do say, 


For there, there is a fashion made, 
To take men from their wives, 

And take from them their children dear, 
The comfort of their lives. 


The single men they walk about, 
Most piteous is their state; 

They cry—no money have we now, 
Or yet have bread to eat. 


You great men who in splendour live, 
Who liave got wives and babes, 

How could you bear to hear a man, 
To say, ‘come part with these.’ 


These words would make the British man 
To fight with courage bold, 

For wife and babes me think are more 
To hint than. choicest gold.” ra 


So now my friends, I close these lines, 
The truth Pye told to-all; 

I hope you'll look to heaven for grace, 
And Ged be with you all. 
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